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AND NOIN 
I'M A 37- 
YEAR-OLD 
BACHELOR. 


GRADUATED 
COLLEGE, 
STARTED 
WORKING 
AT A 
MAJOR 
CONSTRUC¬ 
TION 

COMPANY, 

































IN FACT, 

I GU£SS 
IF I'D 
HELD OUT 
LONGER, 

I MIGHT 
HAVE EVEN 
BECOME 
A "GREAT 
SAGE"! 


CONFIRMED. 
UPGRADING 
EXTRA SKILL: 

"5RCE." 


























AND 
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"UNIQUE" 
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ABOUTP! 
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...BUT! FIGURED 
THAT IF 1 COULD 
RECREATE THE 
ORGAN THAT 
PRODUCES 
ULTRASONIC 
WAVES, 1 MIGHT 
BE ABLE TO 
SPEAK OUT 
LOUD. 




































I WORKEP 
OVERTIME, 
LOSING 
SLEEP 
(NOT THAT 
I NEEPEP IT) 
TO PRACTICE 
VOCALIZING. 




AND IN 
EACH CASE, 

I GAINED NEW 
SKILLS TO 
STRENGTHEN 
MYSELF. 
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STIUU FINP 
A WAY TO 
SURVIVE ANP 
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RECENT 

PROBLEM: 


Nobody 
it 7 this 
world 
gets 
refer¬ 
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from 
my old 
world. 
















































































































































































































97 




















TUB 

om- 

W0LVE5 

a 





































































































jTHosg 

MEASLY 
Ef/OCSJ 
will 
fly TO 
PIECES 
BEFORE 
OUR 
CLAWS 
AMD 
FANGS 


YOU GO 
FIRST.' 



WHAT?.' 

WHAT 

CTdST 

HAPPENED 


WH- 

WHAT 

IS 

THIS 






















































































THE BLOOD 
OF MY 
yFELLOW 


STRINGS. 


W^ANDiMY^ 

*<§sg§$@ 

FANGS^AREl, 

MOf&HANi 

STRONGM 
enough To* 

-SEVER THEM. 


WOLVES 


ALLOWS ME 


TO. SEETHE 





































































































































































































































HUH? 













































































115 





















































see 

HOW MANY 
GOBLINS 
THeRe ARep 
1 CAN'T 
CAReFULLY 
CONS/DeR 
eACH AND 
eveRY oNe. 



LISTEN, 

I DIDN'T 
CLAIM I WAS 
SOME KIND 
OF NAMING 
VIRTUOSO! 















































































WHY DO I 
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Head for the Dwarf Kingdom 
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JUST 

MAKES 

NO 

SENSE 



olved Form oF direwolF, produced upon 
named by Rimuru. Ran^a has taken 
ete control over his Fellow wolves, 
in£ the direwolves into tempest wolves. 



















































I SHOULD 
HAVE FIGURED 
THAT SOCIAL 
CUSTOMS 
FROM MY 
PASTURE 
WOULDN'T 
NECESSARILY 
HOLD TRUE 
HERE. 
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FROM 

WHAT 
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SAY 
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KING'S 
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THE VERY 
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STUFFED ME 
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BARREL AND 
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ITEM 

THREE: 

I JUST 
YELLED. 

A LITTLE 
BIT. 

NOT EVEN 
THAT LOUD. 


TURNED 
RND FLED: 
16 TOTRL. 
SENT INTO 
PANIC: 

I 68 TOTRL. 
KNOCKED 
NC0N5CI0US: 
92 TOTRL. 
SOILED 
PANTS: 


AN¬ 

NOUNCING 

RE5ULT5 

OF 

INTIMI¬ 

DATION. 


OKAY, 
THANKS. 
I VO N'T 
NE6P A 
LAUNPRY 
LIST. 


















































































































































FOR 
NOW/ 
GATHER 
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'WHAT'S THAT? 
YOU MEAN THE 
PROUD AND 
CAPABLE KA/J/N 
IS UNABLE TO 
COMPLETE SUCH 
A MEAGER TASK? 
HOH-HOH-HOH!" 


BUT THEN 
THAT SUMY 
MINISTER 
VESTA HAP 
TO SPEAK 
UP... 
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HMMM. 
WOULD IT BE 
OVERTHINKING 
THINGS TO 
ASSUME THAT 
THIS VESTA 
FELLOW BOUGHT 
UP ALL THE 
MAGISTEEL TO 
PUT KAIU/N 
OUT OF 
BUSINESS...P 
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BUT I STIUU 
CAN'T WRAP 
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IF 

KAIJIN'S 
GOING TO 
COME 
ALONG, 

I WON'T 
QUIBBLE 
WITH HOW IT 
HAPPENED. 
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NOT 

SWEAT¬ 
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DE¬ 

TAILS. 


































1 



BUT 
ON THE 
OTHER 
HAND 


SHOULD 
HAVE 
FIGURED 
THAT YOU 
CAN'T 
PUNCH A 
MINISTER 
AND GET 
AWAY 
WITH IT. 


BROTHER, 

RIMURU... 

WHAT 
HAVE you 
GOTTEN 
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SELVES 
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Veldora's Slime Observation Journal 

-THE FATEFUL MEETING- 


♦ DEATH AND REINCARNATION ♦ 


Hello there. It's me, Veldora. 

What? What do you mean, you don't know me? 

Kwaaa ha ha hah! Your jokes are very amusing. Surely you are not 
ignorant of the great Storm Dragon, one of the most powerful beings 
in the entire world. On the other hand, I am currently nothing more 
than a prisoner. For eons I have been sealed away by this infernal 
"Unlimited Imprisonment," and am thus unable to escape. In fact, I 
recall a moment 300 years ago... 


Porcelain skin. Dainty lips of deep crimson. Black-and-silver hair, 
tied into one tail. Not that tall, really. The petite stature and slender 
figure leads me to assume that the individual was female. Her eyes 
were hidden by a mask, but it could not hide their beauty. 

A hero. 

Her presence was so dazzling that my eyes could not help but follow 
her. Of course, it goes without saying that I was not charmed by this 
beauty. We fought one-on-one in fair contest, and I lost. It would be 
a lie to claim that I was not chagrined by my defeat. But strangely, 
I bore her no enmity. Was it because the girl was totally unafraid of 
me, and challenged me without any sign of emotion? 

If anything, the presence of this hero has provoked within me not 
hatred, but an intense interest in people. How disappointing that 
she was indifferent to all but turning turned her blade upon me. 

I wish that we could have spoken more. I fought as my spirit willed, 
and lived as my spirit willed. There were some who offered their 
opinions to me, but I did not offer them my ears in return. I had been 
invincible, and believed that I had the right to do as I pleased. 

But then I lost. It was not my first defeat, but I cannot recall ever 
losing as thoroughly as I had in that moment. My arrogance in as¬ 
suming that I was utterly unstoppable had been shattered, and came 
to a sudden, spectacular end at her hands. I was so impressed that I 
hoped to battle her again once I was freed from my prison. 




But sadly, human lives are short. Assuming the hero was of human 
birth, my desire shall never come true, I fear. So as I sit in my prison, 
I have found a surprising, new side of myself—a self-reflective one. 


However! 300 years is too long a time. Simply put, I am bored. 
Within a few more centuries, or perhaps not even that long, I would 
have been unable to maintain my existence, and would then rein¬ 
carnate. When a dragon perishes, it always returns elsewhere. Had 
it happened, my identity would be lost, replaced with a different 
individual's...but I did not mourn this fact. On the contrary, I was 
looking forward to it. The unchanging boredom was so crushing 
that I welcomed my coming oblivion. 


Such was my state until that clever little slime appeared before me. 

Hurtling towards me with bursting energy, the slime brazenly 
slammed into me. I was stunned, to be honest. If I do say so myself, 
my aura is rich and powerful, with a tremendous magical density. It 
is for these reasons that very few can stand in my presence. Even in 
my imprisoned state, lower monsters are totally unable to approach 
me. Even a higher-level monster would find it difficult to touch a 
being of such pure energy as myself. 

Intrigued, I decided I would speak to the creature. Perhaps it had no 
higher intelligence or will, or was too newly born to understand, but 
I was not concerned with these possibilities. All I wanted was some¬ 
thing to stave off my boredom. But I had a feeling. A feeling that this 
encounter would bring something much greater. I knew that it had 
something in store for me. So with this unflinching, unerring premo¬ 
nition in hand, I decided to parlay with the slime. 

"Can you hear me, little one?" I asked, directly into its mind. 

To my delight, it reacted. The slime's mind was fiercely conflicted. 
That was enough to show that it had a will of its own. Next, I needed 
to converse. 

"Hello? Answer me," I said, feeling excited. 

Those who are as powerful as I am can learn to read the thoughts of 
beings in their presence, to an extent. Although limited to the sur¬ 
face level, it can be quite useful. As I had not spoken with another 
soul in a very long time, I decided to read the slime's thoughts with¬ 
out waiting for an answer, and... 




"I'm trying to, asshole!!" 


Why, I ought to crush that measly slime!! 

Asshole! It dares call me an asshole?! 

I was outraged. And let me tell you, it is no mean feat to anger one as 
patient as I. In fact, I was so taken aback that I almost felt admiration 
at the courage of this tiny creature to refer to a great dragon as—and 
I quote—an "asshole." 

After this, I was able to successfully converse with the slime, and 
taught it the Extra Skill, "Magic Sense" as a means to make up for its 
lack of sight and hearing. The slime was a very quick learner, and it 
gained the skill for its own use in just minutes. 

By my estimation, this slime was already an A-Rank monster, going 
by the scale often used by humans. As it had been likely birthed 
from the incredible magic field surrounding me, this is perhaps not 
such a surprise. And its quick mastery of the Magic Sense Skill is no 
mystery, either. 

I thought that it would be overcome with gratitude when it saw me, 
but instead, it was terrified. The plucky little thing quickly overcame 
its fear, however. 

That part was a little annoying, but I could overlook it. Speaking with 
the slime, I found it to be extraordinarily intelligent. This would be 
impossible for a freshly-born monster, so it must have been memory 
from its previous life. 

Such things do happen on rare occasion, so on its own, this would 
not be a major shock. But I soon learned that there was more to this 
slime's story. 


What an extraordinary twist! In fact, it was a human from another 
world that was reincarnated as a slime here. This was truly a re¬ 
markable combination of events. Even my Unique Skill, "Inquirer" 
—which allows me to consult a record of the world's events—was 
unable to find another example of this particular coincidence. This 
slime was clearly far more fascinating than I first realized. I was in¬ 
stantly intrigued. 

Just then, it asked, "Ya wanna be friends with me?" 

I couldn't believe my ears. A humble slime? And yet, I had never 
known a "friend" before this point. Plenty of enemies, however... 

Not that it matters now. The slime looked like it was going to cry if I 


didn't agree to be friends with it. It was begging and pleading. 

Naturally, with my generous and understanding nature, I granted 
its request. I didn't want it to start crying, of course. What a handful 
that little slime was. 

And so, I gave the slime the name of Rimuru, and it became my 
closest, inseparable friend. This was the meeting of Veldora Tempest 
and Rimuru Tempest, and the beginning of our journey together. 


♦ GUARDIAN OF THE GOBLIN VILLAGE ♦ 


Placing my full trust in Rimuru, I am now contained within his 
stomach. For the most part, he has rather ridiculous skills. To his 
good fortune, he was born with the Unique Skill, "Predator." 

When traveling from another world to this one, one will die without 
the proper aptitude. Or in other words, with aptitude one gains tre¬ 
mendous magical energy and great strength. Most of these people 
use that energy to gain a power they desire—a Unique Skill. We call 
such individuals "Otherworlders." Like them, Rimuru gained his 
powers when he was reborn into this world. 

I do not know what he wished for, but he clearly gained a most for¬ 
tuitous skill, indeed. On the other hand, Rimuru is so lackadaisi¬ 
cal that it seems he may not fathom what a rare power it is that he 
possesses. I find this situation to be quite humorous, and have thus 
chosen to hold my tongue. Hah hah hah! 

But that will explain how it is that I am observing the world through 
Rimuru's eyes. 

What do you mean, "That doesn't explain anything"? 

I am a great and mighty dragon, you fool! Naturally, my Unique Skill, 
"Inquirer" interfaces with our shared name, gleaning the informa¬ 
tion for my sake—and other such details that I don't need to explain 
to you. Why would I waste my time with that, rather than just break¬ 
ing my Unlimited Imprisonment? 

You fool!! Boredom is a deadly affliction—it can easily kill those with 
no interest or joy in their lives. I am no different. Even with my in¬ 
vincible might, the span of 300 years was enough to drive me to de¬ 
spondence and resignation. But I will not make that mistake again. 

I have found a fascinating figure, and we have become fast friends. 
Now I shall share my days with him, and enjoy this world to its full¬ 
est! My mind is made up. And thus this is not a waste of time, you 


buffoon. It is crucial! 


Oh?! Rimuru just defeated the most powerful Tempest Serpent in 
the cave, has he? The beast had grown and transformed due to my 
mighty aura, until it was worthy of being called the guardian of this 
cave. The humans would classify it as A-Rank, meaning that it is 
quite strong.. .and yet, it fell in just one blow. 

Rimuru is very mighty indeed, though he knows it not. Still, he is no 
more than a pitiful worm to me. Kwaaaaah ha ha hah! 

And while I laugh, Rimuru continues his progress through the cave. 
Along the way, he preys upon monsters, stealing their skills. He shut 
off his Magic Sense to close his eyes as he ate, thanking his lucky 
stars that he does not have a sense of taste. 

Actually, he is not using his Predator Skill properly. He doesn't need 
to literally eat the target, just touch and corrode it...but this is no 
matter to me. All I can do is watch, not speak, so there is no way 
for me to correct his behavior. And watching is certainly enjoyable 
enough on its own. 

There he goes again. Right as he consumed a C+-Rank Giant Bat, 
something fascinating happened. I assumed that he would take its 
skills like usual, but this time, he also stole the monster's bodily 
functions. He found a most novel use for the hypnotic "Ultrasonic 
Wave" ability. Rimuru used the skill to re-create just the sound-emit¬ 
ting organ alone, and improved it to create a speaking voice. Truly 
a clever bit of insight. Surely, if he can come up with that, he could 
also re-create a monster's tongue and enjoy the sense of taste for his 
meals—but he hasn't come up with that idea yet. He's probably just 
forgotten about the concept, as he has no sense of hunger. 

What a clever, yet forgetful little slime. 


Apparently, he's done enough within the cave to satisfy his curiosity 
about his powers, as Rimuru has decided to leave now. Is he being 
cowardly, or just careful? I cannot determine the answer. 

Rimuru seems to be very cautious in certain ways, and yet bold and 
fearless in others. Like just now. He is surrounded by pitiful little 
goblins, and unsure of what to do. I would have slaughtered them 
all by now, but Rimuru thinks differently. 

After a brief conversation, he hides his own aura! There's just a bit 
leaking out now; only to the level of an ultra-low monster. I would 
have assumed that the goblins would take advantage of him...but 


then things took a startling turn. 


The goblins have sworn loyalty to him in exchange for his help. I 
have absolutely no idea why this is happening. I have no personal 
experience dealing with monsters so inferior to me. They would be 
unable to survive even my presence. And as a conqueror of this mor¬ 
tal plane, I certainly would never have considered it proper to lower 
myself to their standards... Yet Rimuru chose to do so without hesi¬ 
tation. And unlike me, he is no longer alone because of it. 

Could I have been wrong? I do not regret any of my choices in life, 
but perhaps I could have chosen a different way for myself. Such 
was the sobering effect of Rimuru's actions. 


♦ MASTER OF THE DIREWOLVES ♦ 


Well, Rimuru has taken on the duty of defending the village, and his 
first action was to heal the wounded. It seems he crafted a high-pu¬ 
rity healing elixir from the Hipokute herbs that grew in abundance 
thanks to my aura. But he only just reincarnated into this world. 
How can he possess such acute knowledge already? Then again, he 
did seem to be conversing with someone else when I first met him. 
Perhaps it was... 

Even with my Inquirer Skill, I cannot scry into the depths of Rim¬ 
uru's mind. Perhaps Predator is not the only Unique Skill that he 
possesses. Predator is not a skill capable of performing an analy¬ 
sis on the Unlimited Imprisonment which holds me captive. I sup¬ 
pose I must assume that he holds some other, more secret ability. 
But wait... 

When we first met, he was talking to his own skill then. And.. .what 
did he call it, again? It certainly wasn't Predator. Rimuru knew what 
that skill was, at the very least, but I couldn't hear it. 

Was I being obstructed from hearing it? That would make sense. It is 
unheard of for a skill to act independently in order to sabotage an¬ 
other's senses. That Rimuru is a crafty one indeed to fool a dragon! 
Yes, I see now. I thought he was careless, but he is far more cautious 
than I ever dreamed. Endlessly fascinating, this Rimuru. 

His bold plan for the goblins involved tearing down their worth¬ 
less shanty huts and constructing a defensive fence of the sort hu¬ 
mans build. Rimuru helped craft the fence using sticky thread he 
gained from a B-Rank Black Spider. With the help of steel thread, he 
strengthened the fence and set a trap. 


It was a crafty trap, and an ingenious use of materials... When I 
tried to sense Rimuru's surface thoughts, it turned out the idea came 
from things that he called "manga" and "novels." He merely com¬ 
bined traps he had seen before, and "- " helped him optimize it. 

But what is this "-"? It seems that it sensed I was listening in, 

and prevented me from scrying. Just as I thought, Rimuru possesses 
some hidden skill I am not familiar with. I find it rather cruel of him 
to keep secrets from me, his closest confidant. 

But setting that aside—manga and novels? These things are most 
curious. I also sensed the related terms "movies" and "anime." My 
curiosity is piqued mightily. This will require some investigation. 

To that end, I spared some of my Inquirer resources that were busy 
trying to unlock my Unlimited Imprisonment and attempted to con¬ 
nect with Rimuru's surface memory. I found some resistance again, 
but I did my best in the service of my intellectual curiosity. To my 
delight, I succeeded in unlocking a portion of his surface memory. 
As a side effect, this made it a smoother process for Rimuru and I 
to share information, which suits my purposes anyway. As Rimuru 
would say, "I planned for that to happen." 

What I found was a treasure trove of details. A wonderful mountain 
of information. The story was written in the language of another 
world, but studying and learning language is child's play to me. I 
treat it like solving a puzzle. 

What's this? "And thus, the boy would become king"? 

Simply fascinating. The protagonist enjoys the guidance of a tacti¬ 
cian so brilliant, it is as if he can read the minds of the enemy forc¬ 
es. This story features a kind of sorcery, but not the vivid effects of 
magic spells. Therefore, there is no mass-slaughter through magic, 
and the main form of conflict is tactical battle. This is the ideal type 
of knowledge for our current situation. 

Ah yes, I see. It is through knowledge from such writings that Rim¬ 
uru is able to handle the wolves in the clever way he does. Based on 
the state of battle, I can see that the wolves fell into his trap, and are 
being soundly beaten by the inferior goblins. 

If Rimuru himself bothered to fight, he could have easily destroyed 
the wolves on his own, but instead he chose to have the weaker gob¬ 
lins do the work—and the reason was clear. By forcing them to fight, 
he provides them with confidence and experience. That becomes 
trust in Rimuru, and binds them closer together. 

So, this is all according to Rimuru's plan, is it? He seems to have 
some level of ability to see what magic or skills an opponent wields. 


The ability to change his tactics depending on the foe makes him 
quite the expert tactician. 


I cannot rest on my laurels. I must consume more of this information 
and gain greater wisdom. 

❖ 


Later, I was enjoying a fascinating story composed of a combination 
of images and text, when something unexpected occurred. I sud¬ 
denly felt weak. 

"What happened?" I wondered, focusing on Rimuru's senses, and 
found that he was speaking to the goblins and wolves, one by one. 

What does he think he's...? I nearly doubted my own eyes, but the 
unthinkable was coming true. To my utter shock, Rimuru was fool¬ 
ish enough to give each and every individual a name. I screamed, 
"What are you doing?!" but of course, he could not hear me. 

The naming of a monster is not at all like that of a human. The act is a 
kind of contract that binds the two parties closer than even a parent 
and child. This act is never undertaken without a deep trust. Unless 
the relationship between the two is one of shared power, such as the 
bond between Rimuru and I, the danger is too great to risk. 

For one thing, the act of giving a name is the bestowing of one's 
power upon a trusted subordinate. It inevitably lowers one's own 
strength, so even the ultra-powerful such as I only attempt the act in 
extremely rare circumstances. 

Now this fool Rimuru comes along and decides to use up not just 
his own magical energy, but my stockpile as well, merely to give the 
monsters names. Even my benevolence has its limits. 

I hastily attempted to block his actions, but the smoothness of our 
information sharing made that quite difficult. Was this outcome part 
of his plan when he allowed me greater access to his mind?! I had 
thought I was getting the best of him, but ultimately I only fell into 
his trap. The devious slime. 

Still, I will not be defeated. I did what I needed to in order to stop the 
outflow of magic energy. This continued until Rimuru eventually 
went into sleep mode. 


♦ HEAD FOR THE DWARF KINGDOM ♦ 


When Rimuru awoke, the monsters had evolved. 

That was no surprise. After all, he stole my own magical energy to 
name them. I suppose that it is pointless to complain at this stage, 
but it could mean that my freedom from Unlimited Imprisonment 
is delayed. 

What did you say? "Stop reading manga and get back to my analy¬ 
sis"? 

Kwaaaaa ha ha hah! Do not bother yourself with my affairs. Even if 
that should cause my efforts to be delayed, it makes little difference. 
But this train of thought does not further my own ends, thus I shall 
conclude it. 

Back to observing Rimuru. 

He claims that he will even find a way to co-exist peacefully with 
the humans. That is good. I have an interest in humans, and have 
wanted to visit one of their towns for myself. I could never do so as 
a dragon without inciting a battle, but through Rimuru, even I may 
have the chance to interact with humanity. Only once I am free of 
this infernal Unlimited Imprisonment, however. 


It seems they had decided to rebuild the village they tore down in 
the first place. I read Rimuru's surface thoughts as usual, and found 
that he was planning to construct a home that he found pleasant and 
enjoyable. 

This is, of course, a very self-centered line of thought, but I have 
no quarrel with it. One who cannot enjoy his own life cannot make 
others happy. 

On the other hand, observing Rimuru has taught me that one must 
not only pursue one's own happiness, as I once did. In order for one 
to live happily, everyone must be happy. I never bothered with lesser 
beings, and it seems that was a mistake. 

Now the goblins have evolved into hobgoblins, with greater intel¬ 
ligence and active wills. Perhaps Rimuru is correct, and they will 
develop culture and arts, bringing enjoyment to their lives. 

The buds of possibility are to be cultivated, not plucked. Another 
fine lesson learned in the short time that I have been with Rimuru. 


It seems we are heading to the Dwarf Kingdom now. The wind is 
bracing from our position on the back of a racing wolf. I can fly 
through the air faster than sound, so I have never experienced what 
it means to run on the surface. I have now learned that because the 
ground is so close, it passes by very quickly. 

The experience was more thrilling than I expected. 


♦ THE DWARVEN CRAFTSMAN ♦ 


No sooner had we arrived at the Dwarf Kingdom than we ran into 
trouble. The humans are infamous for being unable to measure their 
foes' true strength, and some were foolish enough to interfere with 
us. 


I have been similarly challenged by them in my time, and am well 
familiar with their lack of foresight. ...Then again, I suppose I can¬ 
not fault them for seeing a mere lowly slime and jumping to conclu¬ 
sions. 

It seems the interlopers are adventurers, and no pushovers at that. 
Rimuru transformed into a Tempest Star Wolf hoping to scare them 
away, but they took his attempt as a bluff. This reveals the shallow¬ 
ness of their thinking. 

An ordinary slime has no intelligence at all, much less the ability to 
transform. They ought to have been wary, yet the fools assumed no 
danger to themselves. I suppose that I was the only one who was 
undeceived by his appearance and could see through to his true na¬ 
ture. 

Rimuru roared at the adventurers, and they received their just 
desserts, fleeing in terror. Some of the onlookers even voided their 
bodily waste, creating an embarrassing spectacle that was certain to 
bring them public shame. 

Kwaaa ha ha ha! I bellowed—and no sooner had I started than our 
group was arrested. There is no end to the entertainment. Do you 
wish to kill me with laughter, Rimuru? 

The group tried to play the fool to the authorities, but it did not 
work, of course. Rimuru attempted no further resistance, and they 
were tossed into a cell. 

Naturally, being a slime, he could easily escape, but then what 
would become of his goblin companion? Rimuru seems unfazed by 


any of this, so I expect he has a plan to deal with it. 

But does he really? I am not certain myself, but surely he must. He 
has an oddly powerful streak of luck, so as usual, some element or 
another will conspire to— 

"Captain, big trouble! There was a huge accident in the mine!" 

There, you see? While the guards panic, Rimuru busies himself with 
producing a healing draught for them. Clearly he intends to prove 
that he is no enemy to the dwarven people. 

What a well-prepared slime he is! I must take notes on his ability to 
get by in the world. 


So it came to pass that Rimuru was released from prison. 

Not only that, but the captain of the guard has now promised to in¬ 
troduce us to a craftsman. Such good fortune that Rimuru is blessed 
with! 

A grand view of the Dwarf Kingdom. It is my first visit, I will admit. 
I have viewed human settlements, but only from above. My dragon 
body was far too large to settle down among them for a proper visit. 
And the dwarves live in a natural fortress built into a massive cave 
within the Canaat Mountains. It is perfectly obvious why I could 
never fit into such a place. 

To my surprise, the city was full of fascinating and entertaining 
sights and items. If I could use my unique Inquirer skill on these 
items to appraise them, I might learn how such things are meant to 
be used. Sadly, seeing and touching are two very different things. 

Oh, how I curse my imprisoned body! Why could I not have found 
an interest in these things sooner? I am stunned at my own stupid¬ 
ity. During my reign as a Storm Dragon, I only found pleasure in 
conquest and terror. But as the saying goes, I was but a big frog in 
a small pond. 

The world is vast. Experiencing the wonder of such novel sights has 
filled me with a powerful resolve—to gain my freedom and explore 
this world on my own two legs. 


♦ THE FATED 0NE4 


Today, I experienced a "party" for the first time in my life. Rimuru's 
aid to the troubled dwarven craftsman was repaid with an invitation 
to celebrate. 

Through some unknown means, likely another hidden skill, Rimuru 
managed to create copies of a mighty sword. I am unsure whether 
he truly means to keep his abilities a secret. Rimuru is so open about 
them that nobody is able to bring any accusations against him. I find 
myself in agreement with this tactic. When one considers that Rimu¬ 
ru can do anything, it all begins to make a kind of sense. 

As for this "party," it is a bracing event. I have long had a curiosity 
about human food. Especially their spirits. I've heard of such things 
in stories, and always wanted the opportunity to sample them for 
myself. But with my enormous body, I could never have succeeded 
in drinking liquor, and thus the sensation is unknown to me. Now 
that the opportunity arises, I must certainly take it. 

And now I realize that I had forgotten Rimuru possesses no sense of 
taste. Damn it all! 

Meanwhile, Rimuru himself claims that "everything seems delicious 
when a beautiful woman pours your glass for you." 

Easy to say when the women are fawning over you! 

What good is a friend who forgets about you and only seeks his own 
enjoyment? So I warned him: grow yourself a tongue right this in¬ 
stant! A demand which never left the realm of mere thought, hurled 
into the void... 

Envying Rimuru will earn me nothing. In a sense, he is unaware that 
I am watching at all, so sadly, I must abandon my hopes. But I will 
keep this place in mind. On the day of my revival, I shall return! Like 
Rimuru, I will glory in being fawned upon by these women. 

I have been a fool until now. It feels much better to be revered than 
to be feared. I must exhibit my strength in an admirable manner, 
and gain the respect of all. The hobgoblins whom Rimuru named 
are the perfect start—he was quite clever and forward-thinking in 
this regard. 

Rimuru is exceedingly skilled at blending among peoples. At this 
very moment, he has made himself the center of attention in this 
establishment, receiving some kind of divination. 

Apparently, the figure that flashed across the crystal ball is Rimuru's 


"fated one." It seems to be a beautiful woman, albeit with a burn 
scar across her face. Something about her is vaguely reminiscent of 
the Hero. Perhaps they share some distant connection. But that is a 
discussion for another time. 

What must one do to become well-liked? I wish to get along with 
others as Rimuru does. 

This is all a waste of my time. I must read through more reference 
materials, and study dashing and attractive gestures and quotations. 


Hmm? What's all the commotion about? 

Just as I was readying myself for a good study session, some kind 
of scuffle arose. Is Rimuru accursed in some manner, that extraordi¬ 
nary events should follow him wherever he goes? 

As soon as I take my attention away from him, something occurs. Of 
course, something occurs even when I am paying attention, so the 
cause surely does not lie with me. 

In this latest bit of trouble, it seems a slender man threw water upon 
Rimuru, and claimed, most insultingly, "This is the best a monster 
deserves." 

This man acts with purpose. He came to this place for the express 
purpose of causing trouble, and casting aspersions on Rimuru. 

So what happens now? 

I would turn the man into ash, of course, but how will Rimuru re¬ 
act? Out of curiosity, I read his surface thoughts, and found that he 
wishes to avoid conflict. 

The man seemed to be a senior official of this nation, meaning that 
killing him would have significant consequences. This would not 
influence me in any way, of course. Why would he hesitate? 

What's this? If such trouble arises, we will never be able to return to 
this place?! That is a dire consequence indeed! 

What will happen, then? Shall we simply grin and bear it? 

For the first time in ages, I am flustered. For one as mighty as I to 
feel such panic over so trivial a matter would have been unthinkable 
in the old days. No one who knows me would believe it possible. 
But now I am learning. When pleasures grow, sometimes patience is 
required in order to preserve them. 


Such inconvenient and annoying rules society creates for us! But 
without these rules, I suppose such pleasures would be impossible. 
I feel as though I have learned another valuable lesson. 

Just then, the dwarf who owed Rimuru his livelihood stood up. To 
my surprise, this dwarf named Kaijin walked over to the official and 
punched the hateful man. 

I couldn't help but cheer. Yes, it was satisfying to watch. But more 
importantly, Kaijin struck that blow for my good friend Rimuru. 

Surely, this is an act worthy of celebration. I've come to understand 
that it is more infuriating for one's friend to be insulted than to be 
the object of derision yourself. Life has become one surprise after 
another since I came to know Rimuru. I am satisfied that the choice 
I made on that day was the correct one. 


Alas, it seems that Kaijin's actions did indeed cause trouble.Rimu- 
ru's group was once again arrested and locked in chains. This time, 
the stakes are more dire. 

The dwarven king—Gazel Dwargo. 

I can sense that Rimuru feels danger. But of course he does. This is 
no ordinary man he faces. Even Rimuru cannot get the better of him. 

I must admit that I am eager to see how my slime friend reacts now. 


To be reincarnated in Volume 2! 
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AFTERWORD 

from the author, Fuse 


That Time I Got Reincarnated as a Slime began its life as a novel on the 
Internet, and now it's actually got its own manga adaptation! So I thought 
I'd reflect on some of the challenges of turning it into a visual format... 


ooo 


Late last year, I had my first meeting with Kawakami-sensei. At this meet¬ 
ing we did our planning, and also had to do signings for a giveaway, which 
was a difficult set of circumstances—not that I'm complaining.We settled on 
two main issues for the manga. 


The first problem was the protagonist's sense of vision at the start of the 
story. Not having eyes wasn't a big deal in a text novel, but it's a major issue 
for a manga. Thankfully, Kawakami-sensei cleared that hurdle with flying 
colors! His depiction of the senses unfolding worked wonders. It's the exact 
sort of touch that can only be done in the manga format, and never in a 
novel. 


The other problem was that the start of the story features very few charac¬ 
ters. Yes, there are monsters, of course, but you just don't see any human 
characters. In other words, there's no female lead! It's quite possible not to 
have a "heroine" in the traditional sense, but not having any female charac¬ 
ters whatsoever is a problem. There's no beauty in the manga. All we have 
are slimes, goblins, wolves, dwarves... I began to worry: is this story actu¬ 
ally extremely unsuited to a visual medium?! Thankfully, the cute way that 
Kawakami-sensei drew our slime managed to assuage my fears a bit. I'm 
certain it won't take any time at all for the readers to forget that our hero 
was a grown man in his previous life... 


OOO 


So for a manga for boys, this first volume hardly had any cute girls. It's 
my hope that Rimuru's slimy cuteness got us through that difficulty;. 
Nothing would make me happier than for you to continue following along 
with Rimuru's adventures. And with that, my afterword is finished. Please 
check out the next volume of That Time I Got Reincarnated as a Slime!! 





















































Typical Conversation 


1 \ 


^ / SENPAI, \ 

V / SENPAI/ 1 

flPRK would you 

m: Skf RATHER BE 

/AA ' \ reincarnated / 

'' A A \ \ \ AS A MAN OR / 

\ '' V A WOMAN? J 

TAimA-m 

I 

DON'T 

CARE. 

EITHER 

ONE. 

<$w fy/ilW 

MORON. J 

-- / ia/k ' JlW reborn as a 

\ f V / i f Vl Z~1 GORGEOUS 

\ ■« - ^.A. ^ J BABE AND 

Y \ { 5 GET ALL THE 

j ATTeNTION ' 

M ClwfLy 


s 

OH, 

JEEZ 

COULD 

BE A SNAIL. 

THEV'RE 

HERMAPH¬ 

RODITES. 

W 

r'Mow THERE'S WHAT'S 

Smdai' no WITH THE 

SENPAI. GUARAN- BORING 

DREAM A TEE YOU'LL ANSWER? 

1 LITTLE/ EVEN BE A YOU'RE NO 

1 j ^^uMAN^y ^ 


...JUST 
A FEW 
MONTHS 
FROM 
NOW! 


// 



SATORU 
Ml KAMI 
COULDN'T 
POSSIBLY 
KNOW 
WHAT HE'D 
BE REIN¬ 
CARNATED 
AS... 



























Hiding among Hie 
emef mochi 



















RECENT 


would say, "I planned for that to happen." 

What I found was a treasure trove of details. A wonderfu 
of information. The story was written in the language 
world, but studying and learning language is child's pi; 
treat it like solving a puzzle. 

What's this? "And thus, the boy would become king"? 

Simply fascinating. The protagonist enjoys the guidance 
cian so brilliant, it is as if he can read the minds of the e: 
es. This story features a kind of sorcery, but not the vivii 
magic spells. Therefore, there is no mass-slaughter throi 
and the main form of conflict is tactical battle. This is the 
of knowledge for our current situation. 


KITflFO 


GOBLIN NFINES 


s all sound similar 
iking "30b" (Prom 
he letters oP the 
the other. Dapa- 
ana) are grouped 


hat Rimuru is literally ta 
n) and running through t 
nese alphabet one aPter 
characters (known as k. 


page 220 


oF the series in manga Form is currently being 
published by Kodansha and is illustrated by 
Hiromu Rrakawa oP Fullmetal Rlchemist Fame. The 
































• (very SlIME'S I 
COTTA START 
SOMEWHERE... 

T __ • 

JV 


Go back to the source with the 
original light novel from 
author Fuse and illustrator Mitz Vah! 
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The award-winning manga about what 
happens inside you! 

“Far more entertaining than it ought to be... what 
kid doesn’t want to think that every time they 
sneeze a torpedo shoots out their nose?” 

-Anime News Network 


Strep throat! Hay fever! Influenza! 
The world is a dangerous place for 
a red blood cell just trying to get her 
deliveries finished. Fortunately, 
she’s not alone...she’s got a 
whole human body’s worth of 
cells ready to help out! The 
- mysterious white blood 
cells, the buff and brash 
killer T cells, even the 
cute little platelets— 
_ everyone’s got to 

come together if 
they want to keep you 
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A new ‘ 
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series 
from the 
creator 
of Soul , 
Eater, the | 
megahit \ 
manga and 
anime seen 
on Toonami! 


“Fun and lively... 
a great start!” 
-Adventures in 
Poor Taste 


By Atsushi Ohkubo 

The city of Tokyo is plagued by a deadly phenomenon: spontaneous 
human combustion! Luckily, a special team is the^ffl^ffinch the 
inferno: The Fire Force! The fire soldiers at Speciajl^giGathedral 8 
are about to get a unique addition. Enter Shinra, a boy ^S^ pS^^ses 
the power to run at the speed of a rocket, leaving behindftmSftSmSms 
“devil’s footprints” (and destroying his shoes inl ltheBprocessn 
Can Shinra and his colleagues discover the" source of this strange 
epidemic before the city burns to ashes? 

©Atsushi Ohkubo/Kodansha Ltd. All rights reserved. 















Japan's most 
powerful spirit 
medium delves 
into the ghost 
world's greatest 
mysteries! 



Both touched by spirits called yokai, 
Kotoko and Kurd have gained unique 
superhuman powers. But to gain her 
powers Kotoko has given up an eye 
and a leg, and Kurd's personal 
life is in shambles. So 
when Kotoko suggests 
they team up to deal 
with renegades from 
the spirit world, Kurd 
doesn't have many other 
choices, but Kotoko might just 
have a few ulterior motives... 


story by KYD SHIRODAIRA 
art by CHASHIBA KATASE 

© Kyo Shirodaira/Kodansha Ltd. All rights reserved. 


Story by Kyo 
Shirodaira, famed 
author of mystery 
fiction and creator of 
Spiral, Blast of Tempest, 
and The Record of a 
Fallen Vampire. 









' 'i k r p n 

By Shuzo Oshimi 

From the creator of The Flowers of Evil 

Nothing interesting is happening in Makoto Ozaki's first year of high 
school. His life is a series of quiet humiliations: low-grade bullies, unreliable 
friends, and the constant frustration of his adolescent lust. But one night, 
a pale, thin girl knocks him to the ground in an alley and offers him a 
choice. Now everything is different. Daylight is searingly bright. Food 
tastes awful. And worse than anything is the terrible, consuming thirst... 




Praise for Shuzo Oshimi's The Flowers of Evil 

"A shockingly readable story that vividly—one might even say queasily—evokes the fear 
and confusion of discovering one's own sexuality. Recommended." —The Manga Critic 

"A page-turning tale of sordid middle school blackmail." —Otaku USA Magazine 
"A stunning new horror manga." —Third Eye Comics 









(Museum GHostSLddy 

By Kazuhiro Fujita 

Deep in Scotland Yard in London sits an evidence room dedicated to die greatest 
mysteries of British history. In this “Black Museum” sits a misshapen hunk of 
lead—two bullets fused together—the key to a wartime encounter between Florence 
Nightingale, die mother of modern nursing, and a supernatural Man in Grey. This 
story is unknown to most scholars of history, but a special guest of the museum will 
tell the tale of The Ghost and die Lady... 

Praise for Kazuhiro Fujita’s Ushio and Tora 

“A charming revival that combines a classic look with modem depth and pacing... Essential viewing 
both for curmudgeons and new fans alike.” — Anime News Network 

“GREAT! The first episode of Ushio and Tora captures the essence of'90s anime.” — IGN 


© Kazuhiro Fujita/Kodansha Ltd. All rights reserved. 
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New action series from Hiroyuki Takei, creator of 
the classic shonen franchise Shaman King! 

L._^ 


In medieval Japan, a bell hanging on the collar is a sign that a cat 
has a master. Norachiyo's bell hangs from his katana sheath, but he is 
nonetheless a stray — a ronin. This one-eyed cat samurai travels across a 
dishonest world, cutting through pretense and deception with his blade. 




































































KParasyte tans'shnuld'q Etfaik i cmnu yatlthEThancE tofrevisit lwaaki : s*weird, violent, 
strangely affecting universe. Recommended." -Dtaku U5A Magazine,, 
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acclaimed classic horror manga 


The first new Parasyte manga in 
|M| over ZD gears! 
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A collection of chilling new Parasyte stories from Japan's top shojo artists! 


Parasites: shape-shifting aliens whose only purpose is to assimilate with and consume 
the human race... but dD these monsters have a different side? A parasite becomes a 
prince to save his romance-obsessed female host from a dangerous stalker. Another 
hosts a cooking show, in which the real monsters are revealed. These and 13 more 
stories, from some of the greatest shoja manga artists alive today, 
together make up a chilling, funny, and entertaining tribute to one 
of manga's horror classics! 

© Hitoshi Iwaaki, Asumiko Nakamura, Ema Toyama, Miki Rinno, Lalako Kojima, Kaori Yuki, Banko 
Kuze, Yuuki Obata, Kashio, Yui Kuroe, Asia Watanabe, Mikimaki, Hikaru Suruga, Hajime Shinjo, 

Renjuro Kindaichi, Yuri Narushima/Kodansha Ltd. All rights reserved. 











Having lost his wife, high school teacher Kohei Inuzuka is doing his best to raise his young 
daughter Tsumugi as a single father. He's pretty bad at cooking and doesn't have a huge 
appetite to begin with, but chance brings his little family together with one of his students, the 
lonely Kotori. The three of them are anything but comfortable in the kitchen, but the healing 
power of home cooking might just work on their grieving hearts. 

"This season's number-one feel-good anime!"—Anime News Network 

"A beautifully-drawn story about comfort food and family and grief. Recommended." -Otaku 
USA Magazine 
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Feckless high school student Tatara Fujita wants to be good at 
something—anything. Unfortunately, he's about as average as a slouchy 
teen can be. The local bullies know this, and make it a habit to hit him up 
for cash, but all that changes when the debonair Kaname Sengoku sends 
them packing. Sengoku's not the neighborhood watch, though. He's a 
professional ballroom dancer. And once Tatara Fujita gets 
pulled into the world of ballroom, his life will never be the 
same. 



© Tomo Takeuchi/Kodansha Ltd. All rights reserved. 
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